R O S A N N A

CHAPTER   I

THERE are two sorts of content: one is connected with exertion,
the other with habits of indolence; the first is a virtue, the
second a vice. Examples of both may be found in abundance
in Ireland. There you may sometimes see a man in sound
health submitting day after day to evils which a few hours'
labour would remedy; and you are provoked to hear him say,
* It will do well enough for me. Didn't it do for my father
before me ? I can make a shift with things for my time:
anyhow, I'm content.'

This kind of content is indeed the bane of industry. But
instances of a different sort may be found, in various of the
Irish peasantry. Amongst them we may behold men struggling
with adversity with all the strongest powers of mind and body ;
and supporting irremediable evils with a degree of cheerful
fortitude which must excite at once our pity and admiration.

In a pleasant village in the province of Leinster there lives
a family of the name of Gray. Whether or not they are any
way related to Old Robin Gray, history does not determine;
but it is very possible that they are, because they came, it is
said, originally from the north of Ireland, and one of the sons
is actually called Robin. Leaving this point, however, in the
obscurity which involves the early history of the most ancient
and illustrious families, we proceed to less disputable and
perhaps more useful facts. It is well known, that is by all
his neighbours, that farmer Gray began life with no very
encouraging prospects : he was the youngest of a large family,
and the portion of his father's property that fell to his share
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